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He lends thee vertue,and he dole that word, 

From thy behauiour,beautic doth he giue i. 

And found it in thy cheeke: he can affoord ' 

No praife to thee, but what in thee doth liue. 

Then thanke him not for that which he doth fayv 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe dood pay, 

So 

O How T faint when I of you do write. 

Knowing a better fpirit doth vfe your name. 

And in the praife thereof fpends all his mi°ht. 

To make me toung-tide {peaking of your fame. 

But fince your worthy wide as the Ocean is) 

The humble as the prouded fade dothbeare. 

My fawfiebarke (inferior farre to his/ 

On your broad ntatne doth wilfully appeare. 

Your (hallowed helpe will hold me ▼ p a floate,. 

Whilfthe vpon yourfoundlefle deepe doth ride. 

Or ( being wrackt jhma wort hlefic bote. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

Then If he thriue and 1 be cad away, 

The word was this, my loue was my decay,. 
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O R I (hall liue your Epitaph to make, 

Or you furuiue when I in earth am rotten. 

From hence your memory death cannot take, 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortall life (hall haue. 

Though! (once gone) to all the world mud dye,, 

The earth can yeeld me buc a common graue. 

When you intombed in mens eyes (hall lye. 

Your monument (hall be my gentle verfe. 

Which eyes not yet created fhall ore-read. 

And toungs to be, your beeing (hall rehearfe. 

When all thebrea hers-of this world are dead, 

You dill (hall liue (fuch vertuehath my Pen) 

Where breath mod breaths, euen-in the mouths of men*. 


Sonnets* 

8? 

I Grant thou wert not married to my M tfe. 

And therefore maied without attaint orc-lookc 
The dedicated words which writers vfe 
Of their faire fubie<d,bleffing euery booke. 

Thou are as faire in knowledge as in hew, 

Finding thy worth a limmit pad my praife. 

And therefore art inforc’d to feeke anew. 

Some frefher dampe of the time bettering dayes. 
And do fo loue,yet when they haue deuifde, 

What drained touches Rhethorick can lend. 

Thou trufy faire,wert truly fimpathizde, 

In true plaine words ,by thy true telling friend. 
And their grofle painting might be better vf’d. 
Where cheekes need bloof!,in thee it is abufd. 
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I Neuer faw that you did painting need. 

And therefore to your faire no painting fet, 

I fou^d ( or thought l found) you did exceed. 

The barren tender ofa Poets debt: 

And therefore haue I flept in your report. 

That you your felfe being extant well might fhow. 
How farre a moderne quill doth come to (liort, 
Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow. 
This filence for my finneyou did impute, 

Which (Kail be mod my glory being dombe," 

For I impairc not beautie being mute, 

When others would giue life,and bring a tombe. 
There liues more life in one of your faire eyes. 
Then both your Poets can in praife deuife, 
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‘^^/’Ho is it that fayes mod, which can lay more. 
Then this rich praife, that you alonc,are you. 
In whofe confine immured is the dore. 

Which fhould example where your equall grew, 
Leane penurie within that Pen doth dwell, 
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